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Was Sam's gesture, at this moment, destined to prove the ex-
istence of an increasing rapprochement in these latter modern
days between certain abnormal human beings such as were both
Sam and John, and the subhuman organisms in nature? Was it
in fact a token, a hint, a prophecy or a catastrophic change im-
minent in human psychology itself?
Across the soul of that immemorial oak tree, as it flowed up-
ward like an invisible mist from the great roots in the earth to
those gamboge-coloured leaf buds, there had passed more wild
November rains, more luminous August moons, more desperate
March winds whirling and howling over Queen's Sedgemoor and
Wick Hollow, than either Sam Dekker or his father had any
notion of. Then why to the troubled heart of the younger man,
just then, did there not come from the immense repository of
this huge tree's vast planetary experience, a kind of healing
virtue?
Why did Sam Dekker draw back from that oak tree uncom-
forted, uncounselled, unsoothed, uninspired? Against that great
rough trunk many a gipsy donkey had rubbed its grey haunches
and got comfort by it, many a stray heifer had butted with her
wanton horns and eased her heart, squirrels had scampered and
scratched there, and hung suspended, swaying their tails and
scolding, wrens had built their large, green, mossy nests there,
chaffinches had scraped and pecked at the lichen for their nests,
so small, so elegant, in the nearby blackthorn bushes. Past that
trunk and its great twin brother further down the lane had ridden
men in armour, men in Elizabethan ruffles, men with cavalier
ringlets, men in eighteenth-century wigs. Many of these no doubt
jumped down from their horses, drawn by an indescribable, mag-
netic pull, and touched that indented bark with their travel-swol-
len bare hands. And to many it must have brought luck of some
sort, some healing wisdom, some wise decisions, some hints of
how to deal with their mates, with their offspring, with the tumult
of life!
But nothing of this sort came to Sam Dekker. The son was he
of the man who refused to worship the sun! That great reddish
orb, now sinking down towards the Bristol Channel, had its own
strange superhuman consciousness. And this consciousness, roused